DanganWonka: Hungry Hungry Owari

Junko almost regretted promising Akane free samples with the way the hyperactive gymnast was bouncing off the walls. Leaping here and there, sniffing at random doors they passed, all in hopes that it would bring her one step closer to a bountiful buffet. As much as it grated Junko, watching a guest of hers act so bubbly, she relished the chance to watch the downfall of the tanned airhead. It’ll be just as succulent as seeing the gambler despair! 

Hajime would have normally tried to calm Akane down, appealing to her bizarre sense of logic. However, he was too lost in his own anxious worry to notice or care. There were many questions left unanswered when it came to Chiaki. Would Junko really have punished her just for falling asleep in this factory?

“Hey,” Makoto’s voice called to him, snapping Hajime out of his stupor. “I’m sure Chiaki’s alright. Junko may have been telling the truth for all we know.”

“How can you be so sure?!” Hajime snapped back. “You’ve seen what she’s done to your friends! Why would it be any different for Chiaki?” 

Makoto thought about it for a moment before smiling, hoping to ease Hajime’s concern. “Simple: Junko’s made us watch each downfall so far. We watched Asahina get pumped with sludge, Chihiro turn into a chocolate playboy bunny, and Celeste a blueberry. Do you think she’d randomly do the same to Chiaki without us watching?” 

Hajime thought about it as the continued to trail behind their hostile hostess. Looking at Junko, keeping his distance, he let Makoto’s logic sink in. There was something about his words that made him feel at ease. Running the scenario through his mind again, Hajime nodded, a little smile on his face. 

“I think…you might be right.”

“Exactly! Junko’s M.O. is all about causing despair. You remember how she was going on about it during the showdown with Celeste.” Makoto said, happy to have gotten through to Hajime. “Chiaki seems like a heavy sleeper. Doesn’t seem like she wakes up for anyone but you.”

“Y-Yeah…” Hajime stammered as Hiyoko elbowed him in the gut. 

“Hehe, lover boy here knows that he’s the Prince Perv for Sleeping Nerdy.” Hajime’s face flushed red as Hiyoko snickered, hopping along with Akane at the prospect of flooding her gullet with free gummi bears.  

“But yeah, it makes sense when you put it all like that.” Hajime chuckled, sighing. “Thanks Makoto. I feel a bit better.” 

Makoto nodded, happy to have helped as Hajime tried his best to keep both Hiyoko and Akane in check. His smile quickly vanished to a stern gaze, his eyes on the back of Junko’s head as his own mind filled with dread. I feel bad for lying to Hajime. But we can’t lose hope. Not while we’re still in the middle of this bizarre game.

Junko continued to lead the group along, stopping suddenly in front of a pair of double doors that reached to the ceiling. Flipping open a nearby panel, she laboriously punched in the code to the next surprise. Drawing out the suspense, there was something to relish with how impatient Akane was getting. Practically bouncing on her toes, waiting for the smorgasbord, the only thing stopping her from kicking down the heavy oak doors was Hajime holding her by the collar. Waiting another five minutes, the lock clicked open as the group were greeted with bright colors that nearly blinded them all. 

“Welcome to the Tasting Room!” Junko said as she waved her arms inside. Taking a few steps in together, the party was a little shocked what lay before them. The landscape was filled with a pleasant meadow that made them forget the horrors that had happened in the past few hours. Awkwardly stumbling down the steps, they took in the neon colored bushes or trees gently swaying in an artificial wind. Although it didn’t take long for them to notice the odd color palette that adorned each bit of vegetation that sprung up from the fudge-colored ground.

“Are those…cupcakes on that tree?”

“All the trees have them. Though, what’s up with the river? Why’s it all murky and goopy looking?”

“Hey perv, look at that! There’s gummi-plants. Or at least they look like gummi plants.” 

Junko smiled at all their reactions as it truly was more whimsical than any of them could have imagined. “I used to put this in the beginning of the tour but it would get a little dull afterwards. Not to mention people lose interest after seeing a lavish landscape as this.” She said, presenting everything around them. “Plus, people would get so tired after filling their gullets with cake bushes and marshmallow pies.”

Akane remained oddly silent through Junko’s introduction, her eyes looking dead, her jaw hitting her cleavage. Her greedy eyes darted back and forth, a small trail of drool dribbling down her chin. 

“Ms. Owari? Is everything alright?”

“I…I can have…some?” 

Junko giggled as she nodded. “You’ll eat all of this! There’s baked pie bushes, there’s brownie batter cups, the earth is made of a thick devil’s food cake and so much more!” Akane felt Hajime’s grip loosen around her collar, a clear sign it was okay to bolt off into the depths of the sweet woods to fill her gut. “Also it’s best not to touch the river! You’ve been warned!” Junko called out as she turned to the others. “Well, what are you waiting for? Go and have your fill!”

Hiyoko bolted off to a patch of gummi-flowers, ready to gobble down whatever they had to offer. Hajime followed behind, not wanting to keep her out of sight considering the amount of mischief the bratty midget could get into. Makoto found himself alone with Junko as she smiled at him, her eyes filled with a manic glee. Stumbling off alone, he tried to get enough distance that she was out of sight. Resisting the urge to look back, Makoto could sense that she was still staring at him, her sadistic smile spread across her cheeks. 

Somewhere in the depths of the fantastical forest, Akane was all too eager to accept the invitation of ‘all you can eat’. Her heart raced with endless possibilities. “Should I try those cupcakes first? Oh, what about double-stuffed Oreos? Wh-sniff sniff” Akane’s nose caught a familiar smoky scent in the air as she did her best to follow it to the source. Stumbling across a patch of bushes, she nearly doubled over from what lay in front of her. “Chocolate covered bacon?! I thought they only made this stuff online!” Falling to her knees, the greedy gymnast began to snatch bacon bits up, scarfing down an ungodly combination of meat and sweet. “Mmmhhmm More!” She cried, scooping up another sticky handful. 

Elsewhere in the field, Hiyoko tried her best to snack to her hearts content. Hanging from a tree were gelatin bears as big as what she received back in the inventing room. However, the only thing stopping her from stuffing herself silly with gummy bears was her lack of height.

“Nnnggghh…Come on!” She grunted while standing on her tip-toes. The lowest treat was just ouch of reach, a few inches shy at that. Waving her hands around, Hiyoko crouched low in hopes of bouncing high enough to snag one. “Stupid bears! Who built this stupid thing?” Stomping her foot, kicking the base of the tree with her sandal, she continued to throw a tantrum. 

“Oh me. Oh my. What do I see? Who’s that stinky brat kicking my tree?” Junko teased in a sing-song voice as she approached the fussy little brat. 

“Can it dog breath! Can’t you see I’m in a pickle?” Junko looked down at the short girl and back up at the tree, a devious giggle slipping from her lips. 

“I don’t suppose you’d want a hand.” 

Hiyoko almost seemed perplexed at the offer. Then again, with how Junko had treated her prior guests, it was no surprise. Then again, she wasn’t one to turn down free candy. “Fine. Gimme one!”

“Yeesh, you could have said ‘please’. Oh well, I’m in a good mood.” Junko reached up but instead of lowering the branch, she cocked it back, warping the wood towards the roof. Puffing her cheeks, Hiyoko continued to hop up and down like an angry bunny, demanding her treat again and again. Deciding to oblige, Junko released the branch as it slammed against Hiyoko’s face with a sickening THWACK. “Whoops, my hand slipped~ Puhuhuhu.”

Bawling like a baby, Hiyoko ran off, passing Akane who lay face first on the fudgy ground, thick butt cheeks wobbling in the air as she grunted. “Mmmmm *nom nom gomf* Dat’sh all?” She moaned from stuffed cheeks, looking around at the empty bushes. Of course, she hadn’t the slightest clue that three dozen bacon bushes rested happily in her gut. But that was the last thing Akane dwelled on as her new problem: there wasn’t anything to eat.

Toddling up from her seat, her ravenous hunger led her along, scooping up anything she could find on the way to her next catch. Bit by bit, her tan tummy poked out from her shirt, the bottom button straining against the wall of encroaching fat. Thighs were gaining a bit of bounce to her step while her already endowed chest nearly wobbled right out in the open. Not that she cared or minded in the slightest.                               

“I wonder if she’s got some jerky around. Oh wait!” Akane stopped short, butt cheeks clamping together, devouring her panties as she stumbled on a patch of bite-sized pies sprouting out of the ground. Dropping to her knees once again, she didn’t bother to use her hands. Snorting along like the pig she was, she crawled along, gobbling down each succulent bite, ignorant to the fact her belly was suspiciously close to brushing against the ground.

As Akane continued to show she had no concept of shame, Hiyoko was cowered under a tree, sniffling to herself Rubbing tears out of her eyes, she occasionally nibbled on a peach-ring flower, nomming on the rubbery texture of the sugar snack. "Stupid Junko...bullying me. Barf breath. Fart sniffer! Jerk!"

"Jerk? That's a simple insult coming out of you." Hajime snickered, emerging from behind the cinnamon crunch tree, sucking on a lollipop. Hiyoko puffed her cheeks, bouncing to her feet as she continued to pout. "I assume Junko had her way with you."

"...Maybe."

"You're lucky she didn't fill you with enough sugar to sweeten that bitter soul you have." 

Hajime chuckled as Hiyoko scowled, huffing and puffing in the most adorable of fashions. Frustrated from Junko's humiliation and unable to brush his light teasing, her aggression was growing. Snatching up a bizarre orange ball from the ground, she chucked it at his head, grumbling and cursing his name. Her bitterness turned to immediate joy and surprise as Hajime was coated in a gooey, sugary jam that burst forth from the sphere. Running a finger along his cheek, Hiyoko sucked it down as she squealed. 

"Mmmhhhmm strawberry orange marmalade!" She said, licking his face like an excitable puppy before grabbing another jam ball, hoisting it over her head. "Hold still Hajime. That thick skull of yours is finally good for something!" Cracking it over his head once more, the resulting thwack echoing throughout the room. Hiyoko's sour mood vanished as she sucked down the black currant jam hand over face, making a little piglet of herself while Hajime lay dazed on the floor. 

Nothing, of course, compared to the audacious gluttony of Akane as she lay on her back, starring up at the unseen ceiling in a daze. Panting, wheezing, her belly rose and fall, wobbling in harmony with her ragged breathing. Her enthusiastic gluttony was hampered by a sugar crash that she hope would pass soon. There was so much more left for her to eat as candy almond trees were practically begging to be devoured by her. 

Gagging slightly, Akane struggled to put a hand to her belly, beefy arms ripping her sleeves as she tended to her drum tight tummy. "Nnrrruuggghh....huff...I'm...still....hungry..." She huffed, pushing her meaty hand into her gut. Rubbing it a bit more, she finally got the release she craved as a belch pierced the air "BBBBBUUUUUURRRRRAAAAAAPPPP. Phew! I feel much better!" Like an overturn turtle, she wobbled back and forth, trying to get to her knees as she crawled along the sticky grass and chocolate earth. It was too much effort to stand and eat when her stomach continued to drag her to the ground. Dragging her knocked knees across the ground, her thick cheeks bounced against the back of her doughy thighs, making her grunt every few second. 

Oblivious to the radical changes she was going through, Akane's major concern was pushing more delectable delights down her gullet. Lugging her body along, she sucked down treat after treat. Scarfing down double caramel apples, she quickly replaced it by stuffing marshmallow cream into her pie hole only to switch it up to dark chocolate donut holes. All the while, she inched closer to the river bank, drawn in by the saccharine scent. It was one she recognized from breakfast buffets as she felt her mouth water just from the thought of sucking it down. "Mmmmmmm! Syrup!"

On the opposite river bank sat Makoto, watching the syrup river ooze along, trying to enjoy it as the others did as he let out a sigh. It was the first time he truly had to himself without the watchful eye of Junko or the craziness of Hajime's group to distract him. He didn't think he'd feel this alone, his hope slowly being chipped away along with his sanity. There wasn't a second that passed that he wasn't thinking of the others, hoping that whatever suffering they were put through was minimal. Makoto's mind began to fill with dread, images of what Junko would do to him when it was his turn. Shuddering, he glanced back to the gooey river. 

"I wonder if I should just throw myself in..." He muttered as someone bopped the back of his head. Looking up, he was surprised to see Hajime, his shirt drenched in a symphony of colorful stains.

"If you do that, then you'd be letting Junko win." Hajime smiled, doing his best to look composed as he sat next to Makoto. 

"I appreciate it but what happened to you?"

"Heh....Hiyoko had a bad time." He laughed it off, trying to get gobs of jelly out of his hair. "But if you give into despair, then you're just letting her get her way. This cool guy I know told me something along those lines." 

Makoto felt flustered, looking down while playing with a patch of sugar grass. "I guess I should take my own advice, huh?" Hajime patted his back, trying to get him to lighten up as a small smile filled Makoto's face. "Thanks. I got a little too close to the edge there."

"No problem but...something's felt off about this whole thing."

"You've noticed it too?" Hajime nodded as the two thought about it for a moment. "Almost like none of this is re-"

SPPPLOOOOSH!

The two had to scramble away from a wave of syrup that threatened to engulf them. A bit surprised, they looked across the river to find the source of the disturbance. At first, it looked as though the murky nectar had come to life as a gooey monster wadded around the shallow stream. However, a gurgling chorus of gobbles and chomps clued them into the culprit.

"Akane!" Hajime called out to the glutton, surprised that she had dove head first into the sludge.

"Mmhmmm Haaajumm!" She waved back, her cheeks bulging with syrup, sucking it down as she slurped more off her fingers. 

"You should get out now!" Makoto called, urging her to get going. "Junko said you can't touch the river!" Akane blinked, unaware what he was on about as she happily gorged without a care. As she reached down to scoop another dollop in her voracious maw, something caught the back of her shirt, struggling to yank the heavy payload out of the syrup. Both Hajime and Makoto stood by, stunned, unable to help Akane as a comical looking crane tugged her up in the air. A shiver ran down their spines as they heard a cackle come from behind. 

"Puhuhuhu, I wondered how long it'd take someone to break my rule~" Junko said, her thumb holding down a button on her remote as Akane dangled in the air, occasionally kicking while scrapping off any lingering syrup off her doughy, caramel body. "What do you have to say for yourself, you naughty pig!" 

Akane didn't realize that Junko was referring to her as she let out a heavy belch, ripples jiggling her doughy piggish body. "Hmmm? Ish dere moor?" She asked through sticky bloated lips. The crazed hostess seemed elated with the answer as she hoisted Akane back to solid land, dropping her hard as the extra amount of ass blubber helped cushion the fall. Falling to her back once again, there wasn't much the gymnast could do to stop Junko's plan for her. 

"You know, that syrup was a custom order for my little helper in Towa City," Junko explained as a gaggle of Monokuma emerged from behind trees and under rock candy boulders. "Now its been tainted by your piggish, sweaty lard." Akane lay there, clueless to the plight she was in as her only concern was eating more. Junko jabbed the heel of her boot into the flabby dome of belly she sported as the army of chromatic bears began to circle Akane. "And you're still hungry?"

"Mmmhmmmnnh!" 

"Well, it's best not to let this syrup go to waste, right my little Monokumas?" 

With that, the bearish army sprung into action. Four clamped on top of her arms and legs, ensuring that they were rendered helpless. Even with the amount of blubber weighing the once nimble girl down, Junko wanted to ensure her little piggy was utterly helpless. Other Monokumas pulled in a hand-lever pump, running one hose to the river while another was fastened around Akane's mouth. All the while, Hajime watched, trying to speak up in defense of his friend.

"W-What are you doing? She can't drink all that!"

"You heard her, she said she was hungry. I'm just giving your friend what she wants. Isn't that right Akane?" A happy snort from the trapped butterball confirmed Junko's sentiment as she let out another manic snicker. "Now let's give this pig the belly ache of a lifetime! Give until it hurts!" A few Monokuma took position on the pump's lever, bouncing up and down to get the flow going. Akane didn't have to wait long as her gullet was assaulted with an overbearing sweetness, pushing past her tongue and down her throat as she wiggled her hands and feet merrily. From Makoto and Hajime's position, she resembled less of a teenage girl and more of a bizarre water balloon in the hands of a crazed child. 

"Mmmhmm! gulp gulp gulp" Immediately, she began to fill, her legs growing flabbier, rounder columns of flesh as the skimpy, red skirt she wore dug in to bountiful folds of ass and hip blubber. Letting out a snort, Akane grunted as it finally burst off, leaving her exposed in her panties though none of it mattered. Her mind was squared solely on keeping up with the steady. Granted she wished one of the evil bears would get her panties off. The way they wedged up her crack and dug into her pelvis made the experience less fun.

"Akane!" Hajime called, trying to get close as Makoto held him back.

Junko squealed as the punishment was in full swing. "You can try and help but there's no stopping my Monokumas. Unless you wanna help her eat!" Hajime calmed down some, looking away as Akane's medley of gulps flooded the air. He was reminded of Aoi's plight back in their first classroom. Junko felt exuberant from his despair as she fed off Akane's misery. "Puhuhuhuhuh, this is what gluttons deserve! All the treats they can hold! How about it Monokumas? Let's give her a song!" Junko cheered as she closed her eyes, waiting the joyous morbid melody to fill her ears. Instead, all she got was Akane's hoggish grunt and groans. "What gives?"

A Monokuma tugged on her skirt. "Umm Boss?" She looked down, confused and surprised for the first time. "We have a problem."

"What problem?"

"She likes it." The Monokuma pointed to Akane as she merrily chugged the goop. To any normal person, they would have snapped long ago, begging for mercy and writhing in pain. With this pig, she sucked on the nozzle to the point the Monokumas working the pump had a hard time keeping up. It had only been ten minutes since Akane started but her stomach and sizeable bust had burst all buttons of her shirt, causing it to sag and droop closer to her shins with each gulp. Muffled moans of 'more' made it clear to Junko that Akane wasn't satiated by a long shot. The bronze-skinned glutton happily chugged, not a care in the world as she was in hog heaven. "How can we possibly achieve a desirable level of despair with a song when she's happy to be stuffed stupid?"

Hajime tried to suppress a laugh, relishing in the irony of it all. "Snnrk. Looks like she showed you. To be honest, I don't think Akane knows what it means to get full." He said, watching as her arms ballooned with enough meat that they completely obliterated her shirt sleeves, white scraps slowly sinking into her folds. Junko said nothing, her mind wrapped up with a quick fix as Akane continued to glut. 

"Hajime! Why'd you leave me behind?!" Hiyoko cried out, breaking the tension of the scene as she stomped along, holding a massive marshmallow peep under her arm, sinking her teeth into it's sugary head. "Holy shit, look at the pig go! What'd she do to piss Junko off?"

"Apparently this is what happens when you sample her syrup river." Makoto answered, Hiyoko stomping on his foot. 

"No one asked you loser! Although isn't she too much of a moron to realize that's supposed to be a punishment? The hog-whore probably is enjoying it!" Junko didn't acknowledge anything Hiyoko said, letting the scene speak for itself, nibbling her thumb while wracking her brain. "You know, if she's such a pig, why are you wasting precious yummy syrup on her? Wouldn't it make more sense to feed her coffee grounds and egg shells like an actual pig?" Hajime and Makoto exchanged a look of surprise, shocked that Hiyoko would go so far as to give Junko ideas. It was all the damsel needed as she spun around, squishing Hiyoko's face in elation. 

"Oh my God you're absolutely right! Fuck if I didn't make a contest out of this, I'd make you my assistant!" 

"Shttupp...muh...fuccee..." Hiyoko moaned through squished cheeks, floundering about in hopes of getting her to let go. 

Junko released her as she puckered up for a whistle to get the Monokumas attention. "Listen up boys! Ms. Towa will have to make due with this batch. There's no way I'm pampering that pig with the good stuff. I need a funnel and a patch of veggies on the double!" 

The Monokumas struggled to get the hose out from Akane's mouth, her blubber keeping the nozzle in place and her hungry lips pursed around the cold steel. She wasn't willing to let go so easily. Two Monokuma took action, leaping from the pump handle and bouncing on her gut, resulting in a yelp of pain, allowing the bears to pry it free. 

"Muuhh....shhhyrwup...." Akane moaned from engorged cheeks. Luckily she didn't need to wait long as her helper bears planted a funnel in her mouth which she sucked on like a starved baby. In her mind, she wondered what new treats she'd get to snack on, knowing the Tasting Room had much more to offer. As a chute was lowered down, Akane cooed merrily as she readied herself for Round 2. Expecting something sweet or salty, all of her gelatinous rolls shuddered when her tongue tasted the wretchedness of brussel sprouts and dirt-covered carrots overwhelmed her senses. "MMMHFFMFMFMFH!" She cried out, unable to scream over the onslaught of produce rolling down her throat. 

"Puhuhuhu. Now that's the sound of despair!" Junko skipped to Akane, looking over the tip of the funnel at her latest catch. "Why would I reward you for being such a naughty piglet? Eating my patches bare? Breaking my rules? It'd be madness." Junko reveled in the tears welling up in Akane's eyes as she leaned down to pinch her piggy cheeks. "How about a song piggy? Would that cheer you up?"

"NNNNHHHFF!" Akane struggled to shake her head, realizing that this was no cake walk like she thought it was. Junko looked to her little bears as they took it as their cue to start a new ballad for the big pig. 

What’s wrong Akane? Got a tummy ache?
That’s our guess from the way you quake.
Writhing on the floor like a spoiled pig
It’s only a matter of time until you’re truly big

Are you enjoying your brand new feast?
It only makes sense as we feed the beast
A pig like you doesn’t deserve the best
It’d be a waste to feed you like the rest

We find it fun the way you writhe
That every gulp expands your hide
What’s wrong with eating rotten swill?
At least this way, you can get your fill!

Akane whimpered, somewhat regretting her wanton lust for eating. The two Monokuma perched on her gut bounced in rhythm with the song, sending a wave of quaking blubber, further disorienting her and making her queasy. Those that were holding her limbs abandoned their job to join in the fun as there was no way she could manage to get them an inch off the ground with the amount of blubber pinning down. Her body was a true prison as the Monokuma played and poked her, savoring her misery and squishy rolls. The funnel amplified her cries and heaves as she braced herself for a new round of veggies as they wound up for their second verse. 

At first, the plan was nice and simpl
Feeding your belly till you pop like a pimple
But now that your friend gave us a scheme
To fill you up until you scream

How’s this title sound for your business card?
‘Human Garbage Disposal’, shouldn’t be too hard
Lazing around on your ass all day
Eating leftover candy, you won’t waste away

Moldy candy and stale jelly beans
Don’t act like that’s utterly mean
You can also help by sampling reject treats
Eating jelly-covered lobster will be quite a feat

With one last chug from the chute, filling Akane's funnel with unwashed potatoes and tomatoes, her ordeal had come to an end. Never before in her lifetime did she experience such an overwhelming feeling of nausea. Junko's minions hopped off her belly, circling her as they helped push her up to a sitting position. With the weight carried in her car-crushing butt cheeks, it wasn't hard to prop her up. Belching, praying that none of her meal would come back out, she blinked lazily as she wondered what would happen next. She wasn't one to process the gravity of her situation or the others but she knew, somewhere, that this wasn't the end. Junko was somewhere behind her and ready to unleash a new horror.

"Akane look out!" Makoto shouted as a large glass pipe began to snake its way from the ceiling.

"Hey moron, she can't move!" Even if her belly wasn't keeping her stuck to the ground, it would have taken an act of God to move her mammoth legs. Her bare feet wiggled out in the open, swollen flabby feet having burst her shoes long ago as they were close to being swallowed up by her hungry legs. As the pipe grew closer, Akane did her best to wave her encumbured ham arms in an effort to shoo it away. 

"No such luck my little swine." Junko said, sitting on her fat belly, pinching a slab of chin blubber to make Akane squeal. "It'd take a lot of Monokuma power to move you. I was gonna use this on you anyway!" Akane whimpered, wobbling her fat cheeks, trying to do anything to fight back or flee. All those years of training her body to escape the cops, wasted as she could feel a mighty suction coming from the nozzle. To her dismay, the Monokumas bounced back in, ready to finish their tune. 

We need to get the pig to her new space
Sorry if it's a bit of a tight place
If you weren't such a greedy swine
You'd shoot right up it in no time

Look on the bright side, you hoggish brute
As you slide up our little chute
You'll never go hungry, an astounding feat
You should be thanking us for this delightful treat!

Junko blew her a little kiss as she dismounted her prized pig, watching as Akane screams were muffled by the thick glass platting of the pipe. It was astounding for the rest of the group who simply watched their brown friend slowly get sucked up. It was an odd twist of fate, how Akane was the one to be sucked up some sort of hose now as opposed to sucking down from it. Bit by bit, she inched up to the ceiling, her face clearly in distress as she feebly kicked the pipe with what room she could manage. Her blubber pressed up against the transparent tube, making it a daunting task to lug her half-ton ass anywhere.

"It's a miracle that pipe can manage her."

"It's a miracle that Akane didn't explode."

"Hahahahah what a bimbo! What a pig! What a class-ass!" The remaining three had very different opinions of the scene before them as with one mighty SLURP, Akane vanished out of sight. Slowly they lowered their heads, greeted with a psychotic smile. 

"My My My....Four naughty, nasty little students gone. Three sweet plaything left." Junko clapped her hands, spinning on her heels as she waved them down. "Come along children~ I do wonder what will happen next!"

-------------------------------

This took a month....kinda. Ugh, I hate October. A busy month where I get 0 writing done and anything I do put together is either too short or inconsistent. 

So here we have Akane's chapter. I wanted to set it up to be the standard 'gluttony' chapter that you usually see in the factory trope stories. However, I thought it'd be appropriate to give it enough twists and subversion that it can be enjoyed in its own right. Savor the ride as the end is nigh. Also, sorry about the block quoting being different than usual. Sta.sh was giving me some odd issues. 

Let me know if you liked it (or alternatively if you don't like it) and enjoy the ride.